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transformation scene, for up to midnight theso
waterside settlements appeared, from the river ait
least, to be given up to revelry. We never, how-
ever, ventured into one, preferring to gasso from a
respectful distance upon the flaring torches throwing
counter effects of light and shade over the quaint, pic-
turesque houses and pagodas, tho hurrying crowds on
the banks; while the clashing of gongs and cymbals
from the joss-house or theatre heightened tho offcol
of the strange scene. Then on again along the
silent moonlit stream, with its low sodgy banks;
nothing to mar the flat, monotonous outline of tho
moonlit landscape, but, here and there, a huge square
mound of earth, the tomb of some departed man-
darin or village magnate.

But the morning of the third day looked dull and
overcast, and by ten o'clock the rain was pouring
down in torrents, There was no keeping dry, for
the ramshackle roof leaked like a sieve, and the floor
of our cabin was in a very few minutes almost
ankle-deep in water. About midday a terrific
thunderstorm broke over us. The lightning was
so vivid that although every nook and cranny of our
dilapidated hutch was tightly closed, and the place
in semi-darkness, it almost blinded one- I have
never, even in the tropics, heard the thunder so loud
and continuous. One peal lasted quite a minuto
without cessation.

I haye seldom passed a more miserable day
than that one moored by the muddy banks of the
Beiho,; f or progress was impossible. Cooking or
a fire, top, was out of the question.
gs including matches and fuel, was